Late Nights and Fishnets 


Author: therealtortilla 
Bands: Amorphis 
Characters: Tomi Joutsen, Esa Holopainen 


Relationships: Tomi Joutsen/Esa Holopainen 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Tue Dec 14 2021 I7:16:23 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Author's Notes: 
This is sort of a continuation of where things left off in Flicker, but you need not read that to enjoy this one. 
I'd recommend it anyway cuz | think it's good ;) 


Anyway this is inspired by fishnets-wearing Tomi, of which you can refer to pictures of in the thirst thread :) 


Incoming Call 

Esa 

3:32AM 

Tomi grunted in surprise, his body jerking awake at the sound of his phone ringing. He choked on his own 
spit, coughing as he blindly smacked his hand around the top of his side table for his phone. He squinted at the 
screen for a moment before answering. 

He tried to say hi, but started coughing again. 


"Hello? Tomi?" came Esa's voice at the other end. 


"Esa - hey," Tomi managed after a few seconds, clearing his throat. "What's up? Are you okay?" 


‘I'm fine," the older man said casually, as if he wasn't calling his band mate at such an ungodly hour. "I was 


in town and wanted to see if | could swing by" 


"In town? What? Are you drunk?" the singer asked, sitting up in bed and turning on the lamp. He blinked as 
his eyes adjusted to the light. 


"Only a litte bit." 

"And you're driving?" 

"m actually outside your door," the man said, chuckling. 

"Jesus, Esa, you drove drunk all the way from Helsinki again --" Tomi said, jumping out of bed and tossing 
his phone onto the mattress. He tripped his way out of his bedroom and towards the front door of his house, 
turning on lights as he went. He flicked on the front porch light and swung open the door to reveal the guitar 
player standing there with his phone still up to his ear. He wore all black, and his long blonde hair hung 
perfectly just past his broad shoulders. Seeing Tomi, he hung up, pocketed his phone, and grinned sheepishly. 

"Hey." 

"What the fuck?" Tomi greeted him. 

"Can | come in?" 

"| guess," the smaller man said, stepping aside and letting Esa into his home. As soon as he shut the door, 
the older one pressed him against it, kissing him. Tomi's knees went weak, but the strong reek of beer and 
whiskey caused him to duck out of the way. 


"What," Tomi said again, "the fuck?" 


"| missed you," Esa said. "You shared that photo of you in the fishnets to our group chat and its all I've 
been thinking about." 


Tomi rolled his eyes. 
‘Only you would find that attractive." 


"It was hot as hell," Esa said. "Surely you'd know what it would do to me, and you sent it to the chat 


anyway." 


| sent it for a laugh," Tomi said, annoyed. "I didn't think it would result in a drunken bootycall at 3:00 in the 


morning. | sent that shit hours ago." 


"Please," Esa said, playing with his hands. "Please." 

"Please what?" 

"Please," Esa repeated, "put on the outfit for me." 

Tomi rolled his eyes again 

"You can sleep on the couch. I'm going back to bed," he said dismissively, stepping toward the hallway. 

"Nooo," Esa whined, reaching out and grabbing one of his band mate's wrists. "Please..." 

"You know, for a man pushing 50, you sure act childish when you're drunk," Tomi said, gently pulling free of 
Esa's grasp. He was genuinely worried for his friend. Ever since they'd started their little friends-with-benefits 
thing after Tomi's own divorce, Esa had been a bit of an emotional hurricane. Tomi had used Esa for emotional 
support then, but Esa had apparently needed the sex and attention just as much, a bandage for his failing 
marriage. The situation had spawned a divorce for the other man, too, and now here they were: two middle- 
aged divorced men falling into a worrying pattern of showing up drunkenly at doorsteps at odd morning hours. 
This certainly wasn't the first time this had happened in the last year. 

Esa followed Tomi to his bedroom. 

"You think I'm cute, though, right?" the guitarist said. 

"Not cute enough to disrupt the very nice sleep | was enjoying," Tomi grumbled. Esa placed his hands on 
the smaller man's hips, and Tomi regretted that he slept only in his underwear during the night. Esa's warm 
touch to his bare skin caused him to react in ways he didn't want to be reacting right now. 

‘lm sorry," Esa said, and he sounded genuinely apologetic. His hands moved from Tomi's hips to the front 
of his waist, and he tugged the smaller man back into him. Now flush against his on-and-off-again lover's 
body, Tomi felt himself getting hard. How annoying. 

Esa began to nibble on Tomi's ear, little hot breaths ghosting the side of his face. Fuck 

"Esa, it's likefour in the morning. And you smell like booze. Come on, now," he tried weakly. 

"Please," Esa begged, "put on the fishnets for me?" 


"You're the worst," Tomi groaned. 


"You don't say that when I'm fucking you," Esa said lowly, and Tomi's eyes fluttered shut for a second. "In 
fact, you usually say the exact opposite.” 


"Fine," Tomi said, knowing he wouldn't be getting a good night's sleep at this point. He stepped out of Esa's 
arms and towards his dresser, which he yanked open so that he could begin to dig for the stockings. 


Esa clapped excitedly. 
"Yes!" 


Tomi rolled his eyes again, but he smiled to himself. He could entertain Esa for a little bit; drunk Esa didn't 
last long in bed, anyway, and they'd probably be fast asleep within the next twenty minutes or so if Tomi let 
him have his way. It would be easier than dealing with Esa's moping for an hour. He pulled the waistband of his 
underwear down past his thighs and let it fall the rest of the way to the floor. He heard Esa curse behind 


him. 


Knowing Esa was watching, Tomi made a show of slowly, slowly pulling the stockings up his legs. When he 


pulled the band over his waist, he turned to see the man's reaction Esa's blue eyes were dark with want. 
"Even better than the photos," he managed. He stepped forward. "I'm going to fuck you in those." 


Tomi wanted to laugh at Esa's confidence, but he was more concerned about his hard dick not getting 
caught in the stringy fishnets. While he fumbled with himself, Esa placed his hands on his face and pulled him 
into a kiss. Tomi let go of the fishnets and wrapped his arms around the larger man, defeated by his need to 


be touched by him. 


Esa was the first and only man he'd ever been with. Up until they'd started their affair, Tomi hadn't 
understood what it felt like to feel small and submissive, yet protected. Esa made him feel all of these things 
at once, and he made Tomi feel loved and appreciated, too. It was a bit addicting, especially at first. Tomi liked 


giving up control to Esa. 


Esa's tongue was hot, wet, and purposeful as it glided between Tomi's lips. Esa's hands were a little 
clumsier than they'd be if he were sober, but the younger man didn't mind. Those hands were still experienced; 


those hands still knew his body well. 


Esa guided the singer to the edge of his bed, where Tomi was directed to place his hands. He arched his 
back, positioning into the sluttiest angle he could manage. Esa continued cursing a stream of obscenities, 
apparently pleased with this view. The guitarist grasped the fishnets and stretched them, forcing them into a 
hole wide enough for him to fit his face. 


At the first swipe of Esa's tongue, Tomi lurched forward and moaned happily. Esa's hands found placement 
on each side of Tomi's ass, holding him open while he ate him out. Tomi whimpered, thighs quaking, his cock 
straining uncomfortably against the fishnets. He grasped at his bed covers and luxuriated in the feeling of 
Esa's tongue dipping inside of him. 


Tomi moaned at the loss when Esa stepped back, but his cock twitched at the sound of Esa unzipping his 


jeans. Esa smacked the head of his cock against Tomi's ass a few times, smearing precum between his cheeks. 
"Want me?" Esa breathed. 
"Yes," Tomi said instantly. 


He grunted, digging his fingernails into the mattress as Esa pushed into him. He'd get used to the thickness 
after a few thrusts; his body always adapted easily to his lover. Esa tugged at the fishnets as he bottomed 


out. Tomi quivered beneath him, his ignored cock leaking. 


"You thought you could show off in those fishnets, that lacy little corset, those tight little shorts," Esa 
grunted, finding a steady rhythm. He placed one hand on the small of Tomi's back, pressing down, while the 
other hand continued stretching and playing with the stockings. "Thought you could let everyone enjoy it but 
me. But you know you belong to me, right?" 


"Yes," Tomi gasped. He would never admit it, but he liked when Esa acted possessive. 


If everyone could only see you now, taking my cock," the guitarist went on. "You're all mine - your tight 
little ass is mne" 


"Yes," Tomi said again, the initial discomfort of Esa breaching him turning into a slow-burning pleasure. As 


that happened, he loosened his grip on the bed sheets and instead became liquid, melting beneath Esa. 
He didn't get to enjoy the feeling long; as predicted, drunk Esa finished in just a couple of minutes. Tomi 
allowed himself to be fucked roughly for that short time before he heard the familiar ragged breathing, felt 


Esa's fingers dig into his skin as he came undone. 


Fuck," Esa grunted, pulling out and shaking his cum all over Tomi's ass. Tomi smiled, staying put in his 


position as he listened to the older man panting desperately. These early mornings always felt so surreal. 
He didn't love 3:00AM drunken booty calls, but he loved how easily Esa fell apart over him. 
He straightened up and turned to glance up at the blonde. The look in Esa's eyes was something else 
altogether, some strong emotion he dared not tread. They were too old for this, too fucked up for this. 


Ignoring it, Tomi surged forward and kissed the man, tasting the beer that still tinged his saliva. 


As they kissed, Esa slid the band of the fishnets down to Tomi's thighs. He wrapped his hand tightly around 


Tomi's cock and jerked it until the younger man came, coating Esa's fingers with the results of his orgasm. 
Tomi clung to him for a while, recovering. 


"Love you," Esa breathed, littering his jawline with kisses. 


Tomi ignored that, too, favoring patting him on the shoulder for a job well done as they broke apart. He 
sighed. "Time for bed." 


The two stripped naked, taking turns cleaning off in the bathroom. In bed, Tomi shut off the lights and 
immersed them in quiet darkness. Esa tucked himself against Tomi's back, placing a few kisses to the back of 
his neck before wrapping his arms tightly around him. He was especially clingy when drunk. Even before they'd 


become lovers, Esa was known for cuddling with his band mates after having too much alcohol. 


Tomi had gotten used to sleeping alone after his divorce. He didn't mind it, really. But this was nice. He knew 
Esa would still be there in the morning, probably waking up early to make them coffee as an apology for 
showing up the way he did. He knew Esa would be good for the usual morning sex, too. That had become his 


favorite ever since this little rendezvous had started. 


He thought back briefly to their camping trip, the one Esa had invited him on because he knew Tomi was 
hurting and broken. Who knew it would've turned into this? They still hadn't been back to Turku like Esa had 
promised, but Tomi didn't mind. He knew they'd get there one day. 


He tried not to think too hard about the increased frequency of these drunken nights as of late. Esa might 
be worse off than he thought. That, or fishnets were his kink. Whatever the case, he'd be there for his friend 


as Esa had been there for him. 


He drifted off into slumber to the sound of the other man's steady breathing. 


